Bene. A moft manly wittc Margaret, it will not hurt a wes 
man : and fo I pray tbec call Beatrice , I giuc thee the buck 
lers. 

Marg. Giuc vs the fwordes, wee haue bucklers of our 
ownc. 

Bene. Ifyouvfethem Margaret, you muftputtcin the 
pikes with a vice, and they arc daungerous weapons for 
maides. 

Mar. Well, I will call Eeatricc to you , who I thinke hath 
legges. Exit LMargarke. 

\5ene. And therefore wil come . The God of loue that fits 
abouc, and knowes mee, andkn^wesmc, howpittifulllde- 
feme. I meaneinfinging , butinlouing , Leandcr the good 
fwimmer, Tioilusthc firftimploicr ofpandars, anda whole 
bookc full of thefe quondam carpet-mongers, whofe names 
yet runne fmoothly m the cuen rode of a klancke verfc , why 
they were ne uer fo truly turnd oucr and oucr as my poore felfc 
in Iouermary I cannot flic wit in rime,! haue tried, I ennfinde 
out no rime to Ladie but babic, an innocent rime: for fcornc, 
horne,ahard rime:forfchoolefooIe,a babling rime: very omi- 
nous endings, no, I was not borne vnder a riming planner, 
nor I cannot wooe in feftiuall tcrmes:fwectc Beatrice wouldft 
thou come when I cald thee? 

Enter "Beatrice. 

Beat. Yea fignior,and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O (lay but till then. 

Beat. Then,isfpoken: farefou welnow,andyeterclgoe> 
let me goe with that J came , which is , with knowing what 
hath pafl betweencyou and Claudio. 

Bene. O nely foule words,and therevpon I will kiflc thee. 

Beat. Foule words is but foule wind, and foule wind is but 
foule breath, and foule breath is noifome,therforc 1 wil depart 
vnkift. 

Wene. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right fence, 
fo forcible is thy wit,but Imuft tel thee plainlv,CIaudio vnder- 
goes my challenge, and either I muft fhortlyheare from him, 
or i will fubferibe him a coward, and I pray thee now tell me, 


about ^(othirig. 


for which ofmy bad parts didft thou firft falin loue with mc? 

Beat. For them all together, which maintaind fo politique 
a ftatc of cuil,that they will not admitte any good part to inter- 
mingle with thermbut for which of my good parts did you firft 
fufFerloueforme? 

Bene. Suffer louela good epithitej do fuffcr louc indeed, 
forlbuetheeagainfi: my will. 

Seat. In fpight of your heart I thinke , alas poore heart ; if 
you fpight it formy fake,I will fpight it foryours,for I wil ne- 
uerlouethat which my friend hates. 

'Bene. Thou and Tare too wife to wooe peaceably. 

Beat. Tt appearcs not in this confcffion,thercs not one wife 
man among twentic that will praife himfelfe- 

Bene. A n old,an old inftuncc Ecatrice, that liu d in the time 
of good neighbours,ifa man do not ercftin this age his ownc 
toomb ere he dies, he fhall liue no longer in monument, then 
the bell rings,and the widow weepes. 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

'Bene. Queftion ; w hy an hower in clamour and a quarter in 
rhewme , therefore is it mod expedient for the wife , if Don 
worme(his confcicnce)findno impediment to the contrary ,to 
be the trumpet of his owne vertues,as I am to my felf fo much 
forpraifingmyfelfcwho Imyfelfe will bearewitnesis praiic 
wonhic,and now tell me,how doth your cofin? 

*Beat. VerieiH. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. VerieiH too. 

Bene. Seruc Godjouc me,and mend,there wil I leaueyou 
too,for here comes one in hade. Inter Vrfula. 

Vrfula Madam, you muft come to your vnclc ? yonders old 
coile athomc/itisproouedmy Lady Hero hath bin falfelyac- 
cufdc,tbe Prince and Claudio mightily abufde,and Don Iohn 
is the author of all, who is fled and gone : will you come pre- 
fently? 

Beat. Will you go hcare this newesfignior? 
Bene. I wil liue in thy hcart,dic in thy lap, andbeburicdm 
thy cie$:and'morcouer,I wil go with thee to thy vnclcs. exit, 
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